FAITHFUL   EVEN   UNTO
FREUD

EVEN judged by dreams which are
But phantasmal parodies
Of my life; and hollower
Than the glory of the skies
Which the seven maids maintain,
Heavenly sisters of the rain,

I am true. If you came in
To the Liberties of Sleep
Where, as proud as Saladin,
A preposterous state I keep:
Would you ever guess each bride
Was your own self multiplied?

Where, by water-lilies stilled,
Some forgotten old canal
Mirrors deep a window-silled
Maiden in a castle wall,
You again: but no disguise
Warms your willow-greenish eyes,

To a place where engineers
Coax a stream to climb a hill
And in marble reappears
Mountain-melted snowy still
Water, as before the Moor
Laid it on his rose-leaf floor,
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